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DEDICATION. 

To thee, the sun that lights my days, 

That warms my world! To thee, the star 

That der my nights a dream of love 

And heauty sheds ! To thee, whose rays, 

Golden hy day, hy night a shower 

Of silvery magic, are to me 

My life, nay more than life, my hope. 

My fondest faith ; for lo, the voice 

Of Heaven whispers to my heart 

A promise that we ne'er shaU part, 

A promise of one last bright horns, 

And life, eternal life, to come. 

To thee, my sun, my star! To thee. 

The rose that rules my poesy ! 



PREFACE. 

'TpHE First and Second Cantos of 'Faeryland' 
•*' contain a number of songs and fragments 
formerly printed in the volumes entitled The Scented 
Chamber and Other Poems, and Songs amd Sonnets. 
These have been revised and are now brought to- 
gether, with other fragments, for the first time in a 
complete form. The Third Canto has never before 
been printed. 

No attempt has been made to connect the three 
Cantos of the poem, each of which is intended to 

form a separate narrative. 

Chas. Cammell. 

Chateau de Chevigny St. Sauveur, 
Cote d'Or, France. 
March Ith, 1914. 
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CANTO I. 
Faeries of the Sea. 



QEE ! the sun, superb, luxuriant, 
^ Sinks to rest on golden pinions. 
Like a sultan from tte Orient 

Passing to his far dominions. 
Roses shower their perfumed petals, 

Homage from the evening skies 
For the prince who proudly settles 

Downward to the world that lies 
Out beyond the purple mountains, 

To the love-land of the West, 
Where the crystal-watered fountains 

Spray the garden of the blest. 

Mortal eyes may ne'er behold thee, 

Garden of eternal pleasure; 
But the crescent moon hath told me 

Whispered tales of love and leisure, 
Where the jasmine ne'er can wither 

Nor the violet ever fade, 
Flowers and lovers dwell together 

Curtained by the lilac's shade. 



FAERIES OF THE SEA. 

And perchance we too shall settle, 
Sweetheart, when life's days are done, 

'Neath the rose's ruby petal, 
Westward with the setting sun. 



"^^O breath of wind the surface stirs, 
■*■ ^ To-night, of the unfathomed mere. 

The sable waters sulkily 
Sleep like a sea of oil. The firs, 
Clothing the rugged cliffs that sheer 
Descend, spread forth mysteriously 
Their ghostly shadows — monster ferns 
They seem, reflected in the cold 
Dark mirror of the polished deep. 
Here let me dwell, love's longing burns 
My heart to-night, white arms enfold 
Me here. The moon begins to creep 
From out her cloudy curtains. Stars, 
Starting to life, enhance the skies 
And bid appear in dusky hair 
Soft golden lights. No shadow mars 
The tenderness of those grey eyes. 

'Love rules the night, oh, thou art fair, 
Fair as the Planet Venus where she gleams 
And scatters o'er the ocean faery dreams.' 



FAERIES OF THE SEA. 

OVE Star, queen of the sapphire skies, 
' World of kisses, and soft sweet sighs; 
Teach us here to-night. 
How to kindle bright 
This dull world of ours, 
Free from mist and showers ; 
So that earth for once may be 
The reflection, star, of thee. 

OTAR of Even, 

'^ Pearl of Heaven, 

Sing to me of love; 

Tell me tales 

Of moonlit vales 

And gardens far above; 

Tell me of the dream 

That we shall dream together 

In thy fair fields for ever; 

Tell me of the gleam 

Of Aphrodite's foam 

Spraying o'er the home 

Of the beautiful and bright ; 

Tell me of the bloom. 

The shades and the perfume 

Of the roses that delight 

Thy dwellers by day, 



FAERIES OF THE SEA. 

And whisper of the flowers 
That breathe upon thy bowers 
The fragrances of night 
When Sunset steals away. 



T HAVE asked of the Evening Star above 

-■■ To whisper to me of flowers and love; 

I have prayed her to tell me of vistas fair 

With peace in the meadows and love in the air; 

To sing me songs of the distant shore, 

The heaven of lovers when hfe is o'er, 

Whither they fly on the rolling crest 

Of love''s bright ocean to endless rest. 

I have asked, but the answer was but a smile, 

A beam of light from the far-off isle ; 

A smile — methinks it were a kiss, 

A greeting from that world of bliss, 

Thrown to me by some white hand 

From lips like the coral on the strand. 



QOFTLY the shadows are rising 
^ From the myriad-tinted deep. 
Emerald, sapphire, and amethyst 
Woo one another to sleep, 



FAERIES OF THE SEA 

And the crests of the whispering waves 

Dance like diamonds and shimmer like pearls, 

And the crescent-moon like the love-god''s bow 

Plays with the light of the flame-spun curls 

Of nymph-like stars, and a ruby wreath 

Lingers yet on the Western sky. 

The last bright gems from the magic breath 

Of the rose and purple steeds that fly 

With the sun-king's chariot round the zone 

Of his azure course. And the star-nymphs sweep 

On wings that are woven from silver skeins 

To play with the shadowy maids of the deep, 

And the curves of their daintily moulded forms, 

And the blushes of the rosy skin 

Rippling over their rounded limbs. 

And the gleam of their golden locks that spin 

Soft mantles of moonlight, seem to steal 

A smile of love from the rigid rock. 

Scarred by the ocean's battle-shock 

When the liquid legions surge and reel. 

And over the beauteous bevy at play, 

The sister-spirits of sea and stars, 

A cloud of enchanting perfume clings, 

The scent of a million fragrant flowers 

Over the waves like music flings 

A sense of rapture. Grottoes and bowers 



FAERIES OF THE SEA. 

Fashion themselves upon the shores, 

And open wide their glittering doors ; 

And within there are gardens with roses climbing, 

Arched o'er avenues crystal-paved, 

And the sound of blue-bells dreamily chiming. 

Dreamily over the drowsy sea, 

Melting away melodiously 

In the song of the bright-haired maids that lave 

Their dimpled charms in the wanton wave. 

The sea-foam sleepily splashes 

Through the grottoes' portals, 

Waywardly she washes 

Where the feet of mortals 

Ne'er may wander; laughingly 

She mingles with the fountains' froth 

That falls upon the dazzling flowers. 

Scattering coquettishly 

Little sparkling showers. 

And all around the fountains spraying, 

Glide the rose-nymphs slim and swaying; 

And they are as fair as the sprites that dance 

Out where the ocean-waters glance. 

But the star-maids and the sea-maids 

Glory in golden hair. 

While the nymphs of the grottoes' secret shades 

Toss from their ivory shoulders 
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FAERIES OF THE SEA. 

Silken locks as black as night 

When Winter wings her sable flight 

Over the frozen world. 

And the flowers, their bright beholders. 

Breathe their praises with perfumed sighs 

'Neath the spell of their dancing eyes 

And the .magic of their coral smiles. 

QOFTLY the shadows are sinking, 

*^ And the myriad-tinted deep 

Calls to her blushing daughters 

From the depths of her sapphire waters, 

Summoning them to sleep. 

And the stars call down to the sea, 

Crying, ' Come, maidens, come ;' 

And the star-nymphs spread their silvery wings, 

And each to her golden home 

Soars, as the sea-birds soar when the wind 

At dawn from the sunlit Orient springs. 

And the gate of each grotto and garden bower 

On its jewelled hinges clashing swings; 

And the laughter fades, and the perfumed sighs. 

With the mystic dream of the ocean and ski^s. 

As the music, with the moonlight dies, 

And away into cloud-land flies. 
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FAERIES OF THE SEA. 

H, who is it glides o'er the shells that sleep, 
The zone that encircles the sapphire deep? 
Who art thou, more lovely 
Than the stars above thee, 

Lady of the night ? 
Wherefore dost thou play 
In the laughing spray 

By the moon's soft light? 



' /^H, I am the nymph of Poesy, 
^~' 'And I dwell in a grotto beneath the sea, 

'A mermaid's home 

'All fashioned of foam, 

'Where the sea-flowers bloom 

' With a sweet perfume, 
' Where the Ocean makes music and love to me ; 
' Oh, I am the nymph of Poesy.' 



QHE speaks, and her beauty enhances 
'"^ The mystery of the skies : 
She smiles, and the star-light dances 

In the depths of her sea-grey eyes. 
And her form, where the rose and the lily are wed 
And couched on an ivory bridal-bed. 
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FAERIES OF THE SEA. 

Where grace and symmetry seem to be vying 
With curves and dimples, as though they were trying 
In rivahy for beauty's prizes, 
Out of the silent ocean rises. 
And her hair like a thunder-cloud that breaks 
The South Wind playfully kisses, and shakes 
The glistening spray from the shadowy curls 
In a fountain whose drops are liquid pearls. 



/^ UIDE me, Faery of the Sea, 
^>-' To the Ocean's crystal caves ; 
Forge thy chain of poesy 

Round my heart beneath the waves. 
Teach me to converse with Nature, 

And to sing the song of streams. 
Teach me how to woo the winds, 

And spin for me thy fairest dreams. 
Could I feel for every creature, 

Had I but the sacred power 
To look into the hearts and minds 

Of bird, and beast, and flower; 
Were the Lord to make me wise 

As the Sultan Solomon, 
And give me but the eagle's eyes 

To gaze upon the sun. 
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FAERIES OF THE SEA. 

Then perchance my clouded vision 
Might gain some dim perception 

Of the Majesty of Heaven 

And the power of God's conception. 



' QEEKEST thou for Poesy? 

'^ "Thou shalt not ask in vain of me! 
'I am the Faery of the sea 
' And I shall show thee where to find her. 
'Seek for her, and clasp and bind her, 
' Prison her within thy heart ; 
'Sweetest dreams she shall impart 
'To the poet who shall wear her, 
'To the lover who shall bear her.' 



' '"T^HOU shalt find her in the being 

■■■ 'Of Him that is all-seeing, 
' Of the King whose flaming glance 
' Pierceth like a golden lance, 
' Whose thousand eyes are I'anging stars 
'Like the flash of a thousand scimitars. 
'Thou askest me to guide thee, 
' With thy lady fair beside thee, 
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FAERIES OF THE SEA. 

'To where thou may'st behold 

' The King whose frowns are clouds, whose smiles 

'Are the sheen of starry isles 

'Whose locks are suns of gold.' 



' /^H, I am the Lady of the shells 

^^ 'And the Faery of the sea, 
'I shall show thee where He dwells, 
' He that is Lord of all we see, 
'Who made me the Nymph of Poesy.' 



' TN the perfume of the flower 

-^ 'And the leaves upon the tree, 
'The stones that build the tower, 

' And the mist that shrouds the sea, 
' In the ebbing of the tide 

'And the waning of the moon, 
'The sunset, and the pride 

' Of the fairest day of June, 
'In the starlight, and the breath 

' Of the wind among the corn, 
'In love, and birth, and death, 

'And the evening and the morn. 
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FAERIES OF THE SEA. 

' In autumn and in spring, 

'The mountains, and the skies, 
' The bird upon the wing, 

'And in thy lady's eyes, 
'In the spirit and the form 

'Of every living creature, 
'Seek thou the monai'ch of the storm, 

' And behold the God of nature.' 



End of Canto I 



14 



CANTO II. 
Faeries ofthe Forest. 



'T^HE rich brown tresses of thy silken hair 
■*■ Seem softly to caress a brow more fair 
Than lilies. Dainty little shells are sleeping 
Among the scented ringlets, pearls are peeping 
Between thy ruby lips, a world of bliss 
Dwells in the magic rapture of thy kiss. 
Thine eyes reflect the beauty of the seas 
In sunshine, rippled by a summer breeze. 
Thy cheeks are rosier than the roseate dawn, 
Thy smiles are brighter than an April morn. 
Thy faery form : how can I sing its charms ? 
The ivory skin and little rounded arms. 
Thy beauty puts all beauties to the shade; 
Before the rising sun all stars must fade. 

TXT'HEN the rain-clouds have rolled away, 

' ' And the shadowy mists are gone ; 
When the flowers re-open 
And smile upon the sun ; 
When Nature seems alive 
With a million insect voices ; 
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FAERIES OF THE FOREST. 

When there's music in the meadows, 

And everything rejoices ; 

Oh ! then the spirit of love awakes 

And coyly her golden plumage shakes; 

For the woes of the world are forgotten and banished 

As soon as the mists and the storm-clouds have 

vanished. 
And beauty and youth and all that is fair 
Feel the warm breath of love, and sorrow and care 
Fade away like foul fumes on the honey-sweet air. 
Sunbeams ever robed resplendent. 
Happiness your fair attendant, 
The final flickers of flame are ye 
That spring from the sun's bright radiancy, 
The bearers of love's sweet rhapsody. 
Oh ! the mists are to Nature dolour and pain, 
Her frowns are the clouds, and her tears are the rain ; 
But the rays of the sun are the arrows of Love, 
Shafts that are shot from the heavens above, 
Darts that are winged with ecstasy. 



SWEETHEART, the forest is the land for me! 
A kingdom where the laws are fair and free 
And God alone is monarch : Love and thee, 
The genii of a world of Poesy. 
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FAERIES OF THE FOREST. 

Here in the forest we shall find a home, 

The friendly forest where the wild deer roam; 

Here shall we build ourselves a lovers' bower, 

Fashioned to shield us from the summer shower. 

And when the leaves that roof our woodland realm 

Are fallen ; for the winter snows shall soon 

Rally their argent ranks to overwhelm 

The frail pavilion of our honeymoon ; 

Then shall we shape the timber that thou see'st, 

The giants felled by some forgotten storm, 

To rear a rustic fortress for the freest 

Of nature's children, safe within and warm. 

And joyous, we shall light the sunless days 

Of hoary winter with the golden rays, 

The roses and the rhapsodies of love. 

Until the spring shall smile upon the grove, 

And trees awakening from their yearly sleep 

Shall robe themselves in green, while violets creep 

From their maternal buds; and we shall leave 

Our castle and a new pavilion weave 

Of boughs resplendent with a fairer hue 

E'en than the shade that now enthralls our view. 

Thus Spring, the bashful maid, shall steal away, 

And yield her place to Summer's riper charms : 

So shall we live and love, and with each day 

Sink to sweet sleep in one another's arms. 
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FAERIES OF THE FOREST. 

See, thi'ough the leafy tent that weaves overhead, 

Mosaics of a thousand verdant shades, 

The turquoise-tinted skies transformed to red, 

Touched by the wand of sunset. Carmine fades 

To crimson ; changing still, the cloudless sky 

Shakes off her tulip-coloured robes and tries 

A hundred gowns of various purple dies. 

The day is passing, dearest day of all 

That made thee mine for ever. Love, thine hour 

Draws nigh ! The voices of the twilight call 

The bride and bridegroom to the nuptial bower. 

Come, darling, come, there is no need to-night 

For sheltering arbour, for the stars delight 

To shine on true love, and the storm-cloud smiles, 

Turning aside to rain on forests far 

From here. For love that's tme and pure beguiles 

All natm-e, from the glow-worm to the star. 

And there is none would mar these precious hom'S. 

The heavens and earth attend with allied powers 

Upon us. Thou, mine angel, art the Queen 

Of Nature, and the moonlight's mystic sheen 

Shall crown thee. Come then, yonder orange 

grove 
Shall form a faery palace for cm- love, 
The stars among the foliage give us light. 
The moss our bridal-bed — come golden night ! 
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FAERIES OF THE FOREST. 

XT 7E kneel together where the scented grass 
' " Sighs for the kisses of the winds that pass 
So silently and softly thro' the glade, 
We kneel together here beneath the shade 
Of the sweet orange-grove, and kneeling pray 
To Thee, Immortal King of night and day. 
Who knows the loves of every bird and flower. 
Look Thou with love upon our bridal-bower, 
And o'er oiu* dreams thy fairest fancies shower. 
Thou that didst smile upon us when we stood 
This morn before thine altar, smile again 
And still more sweetly. Let the wild green wood 
Guard our repose, and the pale starlight pour 
Her argent sheen aroiuid us. We are Thine, 
Thy children, and we follow Thy command, 
For Thou hast bound us with the golden band 
Of lore. Here in the forest Thou shalt twine 
Our hearts together, as the eglantine 
With the white rose. Jesus of Nazareth, 
Thou Gentle Shepherd, Lord of life and death. 
Smile on our love, and bid the soft sweet breath 
Of orange-blossoms all about us shed 
Enchanted fragrance, and Thine angels spread 
Their snowy wings above our bridal bed. 
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FAERIES OF THE FOREST. 

T AM alone within the orange-grove, 
■*■ And yet I know that she will come to me. 
The faery-maidens of the forest wove 
A bridal-gown of rose-leaves, curiously 
Fashioned, and there by yonder woodland stream 
Array her for the nuptials. 'Tis a dream 
Perchance, and yet I know my dream is real. 
The faeries thro' the orange-blossoms steal 
Like floating butterflies, and faery hands 
Prepare for us a couch, whose lace of snow 
Vies with their whiteness ; jessamine they throw 
And violets all around, and bind with strands 
Of their own golden hair a bridal gjirland, 
Of virgin-roses bom in Faeryland. 



QHE is coming, oh my darling, 
^ With her light and faery tread : 
She is coming, oh mine angel, 

Softly to her bridal bed. 
While the starlight's pale reflections 

Play upon her gown transparent, 
And her form's divine perfections 

To my vision are apparent. 
Eyes that match the boundless ocean 

Sparkle 'neath her arching brows. 
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FAERIES OF THE FOREST. 

Changing with each new emotion, 

Like the waves about the bows 
Of a white-winged schooner drifting, 

Even so their shades are shifting, 
Sometimes green and sometimes azure, 

Lighting up her angel face, 
Dancing with a girlish pleasure 

At the thought of love's embrace. 
Blushes o'er her cheeks are playing, 

Roses in a bed of snow ; 
Perfumed curls rebellious straying 

Waywardly their shadows throw. 
Dusky shadows, making whiter 

Seem the whiteness of her skin. 
Brilliant eyes to flash the brighter, 

Telling tales of fires within. 



'T^HE breath of orange-blossoms, by the breeze 

•*■ Stolen away from sleeping orange-trees. 
Mingles the perfumes of the Southern seas 
With the night-time's voluptuoxis ecstasies. 
Distilled from dreams of many a woodland flower, 
And thro' the leafy casement standing wide. 
Shedding its fragrance through the scented bower. 
Whispers the forest's greetings to the bride. 



FAERIES OF THE FOREST. 

To her, whose velvet cheeks, sufiiised with blushes, 
Grow ever deeper as the hot blood rushes 
Through all her veins. ITien as her glistening 

eyes, 
Her lips, her very soul, with burning sighs 
Meet mine, we seem delirious to rise 
Together, soaring to the spangled skies, 
To that bright star, where reigns the Queen of 

Love, 
The brightest of the worlds that shine above. 



T OVERS' lips can never fashion 
■*— ' Stanzas to describe the bliss. 
Songs of love ne'er tell the passion 

Hidden in that flaming kiss. 
When we sought the realms of Venus 

Locked in one another's ai-ms. 
Nothing in the world between us 

Save the secret of her charms. 
Oh, the countless, matchless pleasures 

That belong to lovers' nights : 
Oh, the rare and priceless treasures, 

And the myriad delights 
Of their sweet intoxication. 

All the whispered adoration. 
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FAERIES OF THE FOREST. 

Cupid triumphs o'er his capture. 

Watching as the sta,rlight dwindles, 
Smiling at our roseate rapture — 

Fires his golden arrow kindles — 
Little arms around me wreathing, 

Closely to her bosom pressed, 
Warm and soft, I feel her breathing. 

Feel the magic of her breast 
Thrilling near me, warmer growing. 

Till the ivory skin is glowing. 
Love's delight her soul possesses, 

Lavishing her soft caresses, 
Kisses she returns with kisses. 

Riotous the glossy tresses, 
Faery ringlets, soft, fantastic, 

Roaming now without reserve, 
Restless o'er the smooth seraphic 

Splendour of her shoulder's curve. 
Loving little hands are roving 

Tenderly among my curls. 
Little lips with love are moving. 

Glories of a chain of pearls 
Every ruby smile discloses ; 

While the dark and silken lashes 
Tremble, as each eyelid closes. 

Clouds that veil the lightning-flashes, 
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Emeralds and sapphires shading. 
As the bridal chamber seems 

To our ravished senses fading 
Softly into bridal dreams. 



End of Canto II. 
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CANTO III. 
Elizabeth's Facryland. 



TO MY READERS. 

I charge ye, gentle readers, when ye enter Elizabeth's 
Faeryland to tread softly lest ye wake her ; and if ye love 
not her dreams, go, dream for yourselves faery tales of 
your own. 



lY^Y lady sleeps — how sweet her sleep, 

■*•"-*• While the pale moonbeams o'er her creep, 

And gliding thro' the soft dark hair 

Pause but to kiss the roses fair 

Upon her cheek, then dance away 

To where the silver fountains play 

Down in the garden. Mine the bliss 

To gaze on beauty such as this : 

Shall I make bold to steal a kiss. 

And if I kiss will she awake? 

'Tis not for me those dreams to break 

That God hath sent her. Dreams are sweet 

For her. The little smiles that fleet 

Across her coral lips reveal 

Their secrets. As I gaze I feel 

Some part of her sweet dreams, and see 

Things that were never meant for me, 

Only for her, and yet meseems 

I share the treasures of her dreams. 

I love her and I seem to follow 

Her sleeping fancies. As the swallow 



29 



ELIZABETH'S FAERYLAND. 

Flies to the south he knows not why, 
So into Faeryland I fly, 
Waking with her that sleeps, and there 
Behold enchanted forests where 
The gentle knights and ladies fair 
Go riding. From a proud chatel 
There downward looks a damosel, 
And smiles upon my love and me. 
Her golden tresses playfully 
Upon the summer wind are streaming, 
All burnished by the sunlight gleaming. 
Onward we rove, and climb the height 
Beyond the wood to gain a sight 
Of the fair forest, where it lies, 
A world of green beneath our eyes, 
And there behold the castle rise 
With spires and standards to the skies. 
E'en as we gaze, upon the scene 
There cometh one of stately mien 
Apparelled as a troubadour 
Late issued from his lady's bower. 
Across his back a light guitar 
Fashioned in Orient land afar 
Of precious wood he gaily bears, 
And from his neck a cross of gold 
Upon an azure ribbon wears. 
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ELIZABETH'S FAERYLAND. 

A mantle fair his limbs enfold 
Woven of velvet fabric rare ; 
Thus thro' the trees he cometh slow 
Gallant of porte and debonair, 
And greeteth with obeisance low 
My lady; bowing then to me 
With princely grace and courtesy, 
His light guitar he hath unslung 
From the bright baldric where it hung, 
And to the wind sweet minstrelsy 
Gaily he flings, and welcomes me. 



WELCOME, brother troubadour, 
'To the land of Faery, 

' Sweetest land and fairest ; 
' And she shall welcome be 

' The rose of love thou wearest. 
' The roses tenderly 

'Shall greet a sister flower 
'And the fays shall envy thee 
'Thy bride, thy bellamom-; 
' Yet shall they welcome thee, 

' A brother troubadour.' 
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ELIZABETHS FAERYLAND. 

/^N through the forest he hath past 
^-^ And his song hath died away at last, 
A whisper on the fragrant breeze, 
A phantom echo from the trees. 

/^NWARD and onward still we rove 

^^ Together wandering thro' the grove 

And all our ways are paved with love. 

Anon within a pleasant dell, 

Behold a lovely damosel 

Upon a mossy couch reclining. 

Her eyes like starry sapphires shining, 

And all about her golden hair 

There twines a wreath of sweetest flowers 

Gathered at dawn from secret bowers, 

Mete ornament for locks so fair. 

Around her on the grass repose, 

Like lilies grouped about a rose. 

The vassals of her monarchy. 

In sooth a goodly company, 

The fairest flowers of Arcady. 

All on the velvet turf they lie. 

And greet us as we wander by 

With shafts from many a glancing eye, 

And many a rosy cheek that flushes. 

And lips as rosy as their blushes 
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ELIZABETH'S FAERYLAND. 

Revealing hidden Orient pearls 
With every smile, and silken curls 
Stealing o'er breasts of ivory sheen 
That thro' the strands are coyly seen. 
Then of a sudden lightly leaping 
From where they'd been but lately sleeping, 
Playfully form a faery ring 
And dancing all around us sing; 



' 'T^HE land of Faery, 

■*■ 'Thou gentle troubadour, 

' ShaH haste to welcome thee, 
'Thee and thy lovely flower, 
'Thy bride, thy bellamour.' 



THE while they sing, their forest queen 
From her soft bed of mossy green 
Rises with graceful majesty; 
And as they cease their melody. 
Herself begins, with voice more sweet 
Than blue-bells' chime, a song to greet 
My love and me, and charm the feet 
Of her fair nymphs to dance again 
As blithely to a new refrain. 
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THERE'S a grotto in the mountains 
' Where the streams have fashioned fountains, 
' Pausing in their steep descent 
'Crystal waters they have lent, 
'Mirrors where the nymphs at dawn 
'By Aurora''s light adorn 
' Snowy forms in silken dresses, 
'Where they braid their golden tresses, 
'Blushing to behold themselves, 
' Laughing at the lovely elves 
' Looking upward from the deep 
' Waters where illusions sleep. 
' Welcome, gentle troubadour, 
' Welcome to a faery bower. 
' There is many a forest flower 
' We shall gather by the way ; 
' Come with us, ye shall not stay, 
' With the faeries come away, 
'Thro' the forest to the mountains, 
' To the grotto, to the fountains ; 
' Come with us, ye lovers true, 
' See, the faeries welcome you ! ' 
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SWEETLY she sings, till all too soon 
Faints on the breeze the fleeting tune, 
Then bids two chosen fays to glide. 
Maidens attendant on the bride, 
Like sunbeams to my lady's side, 
Where blushing still she coyly lingers, 
Who gently wreathing snowy fingers 
Around her little ivory hands 
Lead her away in faery bands. 
Then gaily thro' the forest green 
We follow — first, with me, the queen, 
And after us that bright array, 
The genii of a summer's day, 
Ever singing. 



' /^OME away, 

^^ ' Away, away by woodland dales, 
'By rippling streams and flowery vales, 
'To a faery grotto flying 
' Where the mountain winds are sighing, 
'Songs of welcome softly singing 
'To the guests that we are bringing, 
'Welcome from the heights above, 
' Welcome to the minstrel's love. 
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' Faery hands shall hither guide thee, 
' Lady with thy lord beside thee, 
' Hither to the crystal fountains, 
' To the grotto in the mountains, 
' Thro' the forest, thro' the dales, 
' By the streams, and flowery vales, 
' With the faeries come away, 
' Come to where the fountains play.' 



AND now the forest we have cleft 
■^^ And the cool glades behind us left. 
Now in the hiUs we 'gin to mount 
Seeking the grotto by the fount. 
And aU about the spiral road 
That leadeth to the fays' abode 
The mighty rocks on either hand 
Are piled like boulders on the strand 
Of some wild sea, to guard the shore 
From the fierce breakers' cruel war. 
Their rocky walls ascending sheer 
To where the wind-swept battlements 
Scornfully bare the scars and rents. 
The tokens of their tournaments 
With storms and tempests, to the skies 
Boasting of many a tourney prize. 
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With every step we higher rise, 
The while the forest fades behind, 
And the sweet welcome of the wind 
Guiding us on with fitful sighs 
Fashions enchanting harmonies. 
Now with the laughter of the fays 
She mingles, now on high assays 
To weave herself around the note 
Of the wild curlew as afloat 
On supple wings his hidden nest 
He seeks upon the mountain-crest. 
And now the grotto we have gained ; 
Steep was the climb — the goal attained 
Were worth a steepei", longer road, 
So pleasant seems the fays' abode. 



AT our approach, from secret shades 
•* ^ Issues a company of maids, 
Fair as the lovely nymphs that brought 
My bride and me to faeries' Court. 
A hundred rivulets more clear 
Than crystals meet together here. 
Hard by the grotto in the mountains, 
And weave a carcanet of fountains 
Around the homes of nymphs and fays, 
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Where in sweet innocence they dwell 
For ever wrapt within the spell 
Of perfect happiness ; the days 
Fleeting away in hymns of praise, 
In hymns of praise, and songs of love. 
First to the King that rales above, 
The King of kings whose heavenly hand 
Fashioned the realm of Faery Land, 
Who formed the stars and worlds of fire 
And moulded them to His desire, 
Setting them each within its course. 
There chained for ever by the force 
Of His command to run their race 
Each in its own determined place; 
Then to the gifts He chose to give 
Unto the land where faeries live. 
The spreading trees and perfumed flowers, 
The grottoes and enchanted bowers ; 
Then each to other sings the praise 
And seeks to make the loveliest lays, 
Till in harmonious unison 
They join to laud their chosen one. 
So now that radiant company 
Advancing 'gins melodiously 
To hail their Queen and comrades fair 
With verses to the sweetest air 
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That ever mingled with the sighs 
Of fickle winds that sink and rise, 
Now floating o'er the peaks above, 
Now diving to the forest-grove 
Where veiled among her leaves she lies 
As though she bashful were to brook 
By day the sun's enamoured look 
Gazing upon her from the skies, 
By night the stars' beseeching eyes 
Seeking with amorous looks her hand 
To win, and steal fron Faeryland 
Her fairest forest. Pleasant lay. 
Thus with the mountain-tops at play 
Thou leapest, dying then away 
Thou stoopest to the greenwood lying 
Asleep below, with whispers sighing. 
Ere once again enraptured flying 
Thou seekest to ensnare the hearts 
Of the light clouds that sail above 
By craft of thy melodious arts, 
And leave them languishing for love. 



39 



ELIZABETH'S FAERYLAND. 

' T TAIL to thee, thou Queen of Fays, 
-■■ -'■ ' Brighter than the brightest rays 
' Of the golden sun that gleameth, 
'Fairer than the light that streameth 
'From the silver moon by night. 
'Phoebus fadeth in the light 
' Of thy loveliness at noon, 
'Cynthia trembles at thy sight. 
' Envy her, thou envious moon : 
' Who again shall fashion lays ? 
' Who shall sing Diana's praise ? 
'Lo, the monarch of the Fays 
' Hath outshone the sun at noon, 
' Hath by night outshone the moon. 
' Welcome to thee, welcome home, 
'And the guests that with thee come. 
'Welcome, happiest of mortals, 
'Welcome to the sapphire portals, 
'To the grotto in the mountains, 
'To the gardens, to the fountains, 
' Where the roses ever twining 
' Blush to see their beauty shining 
' Mirrored in the crystal waters ; 
' Welcome home, ye fEieries' daughters, 
' Welcome, gentle troubadour, 
' Welcome to the faeries'" bower ; 
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'Thou has brought with thee thy flower, 

' Brought the 'rose of love thou wearest, 

'Of all earthly roses fairest. 

'She alone the Faery Queen 

' Rivals : where is now the sheen 

' Of Apollo's flaming crown ? 

' Have his winged coursers flown ? 

'Lo, before the lovely twain 

'Phoebus flies, nor dare remain 

'In his wonted airy course, 

'Faded all his fiery rays, 

'Vanished when the Queen of Fays 

' Smiled upon his goodly face ; 

'Now he leaveth quite his place, 

'For he dare not meet another 

'Glance as lovely as the other. 

' See, oui- monarch's golden locks 

'Golden lights upon the rocks 

'Scatter as she glideth by; 

'Arrows from her glancing eye 

'Pierce the stony crags on high, 

'And the streams enamoured sigh 

'Flowing from their beds of snow 

' To the rivers far below. 

'Homeward to her Court returning 

'See she comes, her tresses burning 
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'With the sunlight of their gold, 

'And there follows her, behold, 

'One as lovely as herself. 

'Can the mortal match the elf, 

'And the Queen of elves to boot? 

' Little darts of beauty shoot 

'From her glances like the seas 

'Softly swelling to a breeze 

'Sailing from the coral strand 

'Of a distant Southern land. 

'Playfully her locks unfurl 

' O'er her shoulders flaany a curl ; 

'Faeries ye may here compare 

'Dusky locks with golden hair. 

' Golden tresses floating fair 

'Are the glory of the fays, 

'Soft and dark the hair that plays 

'Round the lily throat of one 

'Who hath earthly rivals none. 

'Welcome hither, little guest, 

'To a paradise of rest, 

'See the crystal fountains playing 

'And the flowers about them straying; 

'Follow then the faeries home, 

' With the faery maidens come, 

'Leave the roses and the fountains, 
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'And the wind upon the mountains; 
'Enter now the Faeries' bower 
'With thy lord, thy troubadour.' 



"VTOW to the grotto we have passed, 

•*-^ And pausing turn to take our last 

Enraptured view of flowers and fountains. 

Purple and gold beyond the mountains 

The chariot of the setting sun 

Warns us his daily course is run. 

Above the forest far beneath 

Clings like a veil a cloudy wreath, 

A diadem of dewy mist 

Tinted with pearl and amethyst, 

And shading into bars of light, 

Sapphire and amber; with the night 

Like to a sable diamond keeping 

Aloof till all the gems are sleeping. 

Then shall he steal into their places 

And blaze abroad his starry faces. 

Now sapphires into rubies changing. 

Azure becometh cramoisy. 

And gold through shades of orange ranging 

Deepens to gules mysteriously. 

Till all the sky with vermil glows 
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And Ivirid beams around her throws, 
Now on the mountain-ramparts steep, 
Now on the green-woods where asleep 
On verdant couches they repose. 
Thou art that same vermilion rose 
That twines herself around the portals, 
That wreathes the golden gates of Heaven, 
That opens to the eyes of mortals 
But at the dawning and the even. 
Though oft from earth thy petals seemed 
Lovely to me, I had not deemed 
Their shade so soft, their sheen so grand, 
So deep, as here in Faeryland: 
E'en as thou stoopest to thy rest, 
Down to the garden in the West, 
I leave thee, and mine own sweet flower 
I follow to the Faeries' bower. 



"JiyTY dreams are fled: my love awakes! 
■*■'-*■ Behold Aurora proudly shakes 
Her tulip-coloured tresses far 
Over the East. The Morning star 
Fadeth, but e'er the coming day 
Hath spoiled her of her latest ray. 
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She downward flings her farewell light. 

The last sweet memory of the night. 

Our Faeryland hath passed away. 

Chased by the wanton hand of Day, 

Just as the golden Sun had set 

And starry night had spread her net 

Over the grotto in the mountains 

And bade good-night to flowers and fountains. 

Ah, cruel Dawn, why dost thou come 

So closely on the setting sun ? 

Alas, before my waking eyes 

Those pleasant dreams once more arise, 

I hear the faeries' song begin, 

I see the gates, and there within 

A thousand gleaming stalactites 

Pour from the roof a thousand lights. 

But all have fled, my faery dreams 

Are vanished from me, yet meseems 

A Faeryland remains for me 

Here on the Earth: I look on thee, 

My lady, and thy soft grey eyes 

Tell me old tales of faery skies. 

The fays, the fountains all are fled. 

Faded the grotto, but instead 

There rest thine eyes, thy lips to me. 

No dreamland but reality. 
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So with the rosy light of Dawn 
Dreams fade away yet dreams are born, 
Fled are the bowers of endless bliss, 
Yet fled into a tender kiss. 
Kisses shall sweeten all the day. 
But when Apollo rides away 
And his red coursers seek the West, 
Then shall we seek once more our rest. 
And as we sink into repose 
Perchance the pui'ple and the rose 
Of bright Aurora's silken 'hair 
Shall lighten all the scented air, 
Flinging her soft and silent spell 
Over the land where Faeries dwell. 



End of Canto III. 
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